Healing Emotional Wounds °*" 


Guilt, shame, blame and judgment are very destructive elements to an evil fault, 
especially when used to emotionally cripple people. Certain religions for thousands of 
years in the name of their ‘gods’ and idols of original sin used them with impunity to 
persecute and destroy large segments of humanity; today that ongoing carnage remains 
virulent worldwide. Throughout history, many Western civilizations and societies 
formed around these canons of subjugation to wage holy wars and punish people causing 
great harm and suffering to the whole human race. This is a very personal issue to me. 
Mom was product of a strict, devout Christian — Catholic upbringing by her mother who 
held the church as absolute holy mother and goddess of all life and those she influenced. 
Wracked by constant inner guilt, shame, self-judgment, self-blame and self-persecution, 
‘mom as holy inquisitor’ infected that faith on everything around her. A moody, spooky 
and broody woman, she would sit for hours, mostly in a dark room, lost and distant with 
her constant companion, only friend and security blanket — a lit cigarette. Tobacco 
always accompanied her, and she often stated with somber seriousness that it was the 
only meaning in her life. Over time, tobacco, faith-induced guilt and martyrdom 
destroyed the woman’s mind, body and soul. Death mercifully redeemed her from a 62- 
year life sentence in earth hell. I cannot envision her internal struggle; however, after 
assessing the outside damage, it was brutal. Mom’s life proved to me beyond doubt the 
mind, body and spirit connection: that within manifests without. Demon-scripts, taught 
to her since a knee-high babe by generational, religious tradition, constantly obsessed the 
‘temple of mom’ which to observers manifest outwardly as crazy, unpredictable and 
strange behaviors, actions, bad health and more. As a concealed, diseased root infects, 
sickens and destroys visible parts of a plant, so it is with all creatures — especially human 
beings: as it is above so it is below. Nothing records and plays back a life more accurately 
and in detail than the human mind and body. People and societies dread disturbed 
people. Born of those fears and ignorance, they gossip, mock, berate, ostracize, exploit 
and worse through lack of understanding that something hidden drives all ‘crazy’ surface 
behaviors. Superstitious ignorance drove inquisitions, auto da fe and witch-trials in 
which frenzied mad-mobs entertained the public in spectacle torturing and burning to 
death of living, innocent victims wronged as witches, demoniacs, heretics and other woo- 
woo labels; they suffered for their sanity, and were damned to die for crimes of being 
different as charged by a ‘sane society.’ Xenophobic people lack empathy and 
compassion. For them, it is more entertaining to condemn, judge, torture and destroy that 
which is foreign than it is to empathetically understand: perchance because the same 
madness existing in everyone is too unbearable a reminder to face in oneself? Why do 
societies glorify gross inhumanities of war, capital punishment, penal injustice, torture, 
addictions, violence, abuse, ad nauseam, as acceptable and desirable activities? While 
those same mobs of ‘sane culture’ further support aforewritten insanities in bolstering 
ego-esteem of the self-righteous, pompous-asses with ‘specialness-disease’ from the “we 
are better than you’ tribal camps who author them. The ‘I’m special’ people who from 
on high demean others to support complimenting lower forms of human misery exploited 
by the greed for profit professions and entertainment industries. One must pause to ask 
where exactly is the true lunacy in all of this. A coworker I knew is an example of such 
absurdity. In the heat and urging of the woman’s rights movement, she initiated a 


divorce. When served legal papers, her distraught husband died in an apparent passion- 
suicide car crash. In life, I have personally known of many men who either survived 
crippled or succeeded in dying under similar circumstances; it was their way of grieving 
and coping with an unexpected and severe loss. Women fail to understand that men 
possess feelings, too. It hurts unbearably when she stomps on them with a stiletto heel. 
Under a man’s bravado, culturally taught to him as mother’s milk since the womb, one 
finds a wounded little boy. Woman and matriarchal-culture systems inflicted those 
injuries in him from birth and on; in that Satan is a woman. Without exception, women 
form all offspring. Children entrusted to matriarchal systems surrogate an outside 
process begun by mothers in home environment. It is their biological responsibility of 
which too many are negligent and irresponsible in fulfilling: generational curses of 
countless mothers passed onto her young. Sad. Julie or ‘crazy Julie’ as coworker’s call 
her suffers from internal guilt and demonic-scripts, as did my mother. The guilt of her 
husband’s death, then of her oldest son’s following it, among other things, is a loop in her 
head of constant, agonizing-torment. Gossips who knew them as a couple blame her for 
causing his death. No one is at fault: she could not stop, prevent or change fate. 

Tragedy is part of human existence: shit happens. The Ancient Greeks understood this 
concept when producing theatrical plays about myriad tragedies describing human nature 
living in this realm. In an impermanent sphere, life is tragic and pointless: the corporeal 
experience is to learn that pointlessness: to recognize and make one’s darkness conscious. 
First awareness of that comes as a very painful message when all people as infants 
discover pain of abandonment and detachment when his or her mother is absent. 
Subsequent distress continues throughout one’s life until understanding that the firmer 
and longer s/he attaches to a person, place, thing or being the more a person suffers when 
separated from it. People play emotional victim and martyr games to avoid that vital 
lesson, which only increases duration of individual and collective agony. Freedom comes 
only by growing up to accept personal maturity and responsibility for self. Many 
politically correct societies currently promote victimhood as a very popular and profitable 
escape. Searching for relief, Julie visited therapists and doctors meeting only dire 
consequences that reinforced her misery instead of healing. To them, she was a victim 
and profitably mistreated as such. Despite medical industry promises, all the King’s 
doctors and all the Queen’s nurses and Joker’s pill pushers could not mend Julie: only she 
must do that. Her malady is inside and only those inner forces can repair the torment and 
misery they create and nourish; therefore, Julie’s fate remains in her care to resolve. That 
same moral lies within us all. 

The following story illustrates this precept. A family of husband, wife and infant 
lived in a wilderness. He had to go a week’s journey into town for supplies and could not 
take her and the newborn. During his absence, wicked elements attacked their 
homestead. In a hidey-hole under cabin floor, she and infant hid while marauders 
ransacked their home. The infant began crying and a terrified, young mother pulled the 
weeping baby safely to her bosom. In her terror, she accidentally smothered it. 

Resuming senses after attack, she discovered her dead baby. Grief and guilt drove her 
insane; to outsiders and tormentors she became known as ‘Crazy-Corinne.’ Corinne 
rambled aimlessly as one of ‘the touched.’ Most people avoided Corinne but some 
exploited her for personal amusement. She met, befriended and attached to a kind man of 
the Wasteland Outback; a rough, desolate and harsh environment away from civilization 


cruelties. In a turn of fate, she exchanged one evil for brutalities of a lesser one. During 
travels, they found an orphaned infant barely alive still in the arms of its dead mother. 
Corinne immediately bonded finding in it and returning to it great comfort. The trio 
found refuge in a cave. The man needed to make a two-day horse ride into the nearest 
town for milk and supplies. To do so with speed, mother and baby could not go: the 
weakened infant would not survive without milk or during the journey. Before leaving 
her, the man taught Corinne how to shoot a revolver, left behind two fully loaded pistols 
with extra shells ensuring her survival chances during his absence; then set out on his 
journey. That night a hungry, weak infant began crying and Corinne could not console it. 
The squeals attracted a wild, ravenous dog pack to their hidey-hole. Entering the cave 
mouth, the starving pack set intent upon killing woman and child. Corinne reflexively 
hugged the baby close to her for protection and to smother its cries. Suddenly, 
remembering her cabin ordeal she snapped into full sanity-awareness with savage 
ferocity! Laying down the infant, she said, “cry baby, all you wish!!” Then Corinne 
picked up a revolver, shot and wounded a lead dog. In blood lust, the pack tore the 
injured animal apart in ravenous hunger. Unsatisfied, the animals again turned upon 
mother and child. Corinne killed two more before they fled, consuming their dead before 
leaving. Corinne demonstrated courage in both instances; however the outcomes were 
very different as were circumstances. Fate works that way courage is what courage does. 
The kind man returned to find woman and child safe, and a sane Corinne healed and 
released from her prison of guilt-trauma-insanity. She refaced and resolved a past 
nightmare to arise from it healed. Only Corinne could heal her inner wounds bleeding 
out of her as ‘Crazy Corinne.’ That is true for most of us. Often healing is far more 
painful than the wound. Until facing inner script-demons causing one to act out in what 
seem odd ways to outside observers, they repeat endlessly until resolved. One’s past is a 
reference book. When needed, review the unlearned lessons that affect one in the 
moment. Decide what part of my past controls me now. Discover, recover, and grieve as 
necessary to let them go then close and return the book to storage. Past knowledge is a 
tool in this realm. Unresolved issues always rewrite to or erase from the back pages of 
ones life. Nothing ever is wasted, ever! Everything is a student and teacher. Any student 
who is ready will learn his or her lessons when a teacher arrives, and only the teacher 
knows when — never a student. No soul fails here; circumstances continue to manifest 
differently until the right lock and key mate to open the healing way. It is within one’s 
personal responsibility and self-volition whether to ignore or benefit from these tools: one 
chooses to heal or remain victim. Visiting the past for personal curative is therapeutic 
while remaining there injured is a living hell. 


